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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
SONGS OF THE DUST 

FOLDED POWER 

Sorrow can wait, 

For there is magic in the calm estate 
Of grief; lo, where the dust complies 
Wisdom lies. 

Sorrow can rest, 

Indifferent, with her head upon her breast ; 
Idle and hushed, guarded from fears; 
Content with tears. 

Sorrow can bide. 

With sealed lids and hands unoccupied. 
Sorrow can fold her latent might, 
Ehvelling with night. 

But Sorrow will rise 

From her dream of sombre and hushed eternities. 

Lifting a Child, she will softly move 

With a mother's lore. 

She will softly rise. 

Her embrace the dying will recognize. 
Lifting them gently through strange delight 
To a clearer light. 

THE MOULD 

No doubt this active will, 
So bravely steeped in sun, 
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This will has vanquished Death 
And foiled oblivion. 

But this indifferent clay, 
This fine experienced hand, 
So quiet, and these thoughts 
That all unfinished stand. 

Feel death as though it were 
A shadowy caress; 
And win and wear a frail 
Archaic wistfulness. 

AUTUMN COMMUNION 

This autumn afternoon 
My fancy need invent 
No untried sacrament. 
Man can still commune 
With Beauty as of old : 
The tree, the wind's lyre. 
The whirling dust, the fire — 
In these my faith is told. 

Beauty warms us all ; 
When horizons crimson burn, 
We hold heaven's cup in turn. 
The dry leaves gleaming fall. 
Crumbs of mystical bread ; 
My dole of Beauty I break, 
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